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beneath us to the right, behind a spur at the head of the pass,
300 yards away. We could not get round to them to get a low
view, so put a few bullets through their top. This turned out a
crowd of Turks from all directions. They leaped into trenches and
rifle pits each side of the road, and potting them was very difficult.
I think they suffered some loss, but I could not be sure. They
fired in every direction except towards us, and the row in the
narrow valley was so awful that I expected to see the Hamra
force turn out. As the Turks were already ten to our one this
might have made our getting away difficult, so we crawled back
and rushed down into a valley, almost on top of two very scared
Turks, who may have been outposts or may have been at their
private morning duty. They were the most ragged men I have
ever seen, bar a British tramp, and surrendered at once. We took
them with us, and bolted off down the valley for another 500
yards. From there we put a few shots into the Turks, which
seemed to check them, and so got off gently to Bir Murra by
6.30 a.m. The prisoners could speak only Turkish, so we
mounted them and raced up to Nakhl to find an interpreter.
They said it was the 5th Coy. of the 2/55th Regiment which was
posted on Dhifran, the rest of the battalion and two companies
of the first battalion being at Hamra village. The other companies
of the i /55th were guarding the Derb el-Khayaa from Hamra to
Bir Ibn Hassani; 3/55th in Bir Derwish; O.C. 55th Regiment,
Tewfik Bey.
At Nakhl Mubarak I found letters from Captain Warren
saying that Zeid was still in Yambo, and that the Dufferin would
wait in Sherm Yambo till I came. As Feisal was just starting for
Owais, I changed my camel and rode down with him and the army
to the head of Wadi Messarid by 3 p.m. The order of march was
rather splendid and barbaric. Feisal in front, in white: Sharaf on
his right in red headcloth and henna dyed tunic and cloak; myself
on his left in white and red; behind us three banners of purple
silk, with gold spikes; behind them three drummers playing a
march, and behind them again, a wild bouncing mass of 1,200
camels of the bodyguard, all packed as closely as they could move,
the men in every variety of coloured clothes, and the camels nearly
as brilliant in their trappings, and the whole crowd singing at the